Josephine Plays Her Last Card
new farm at Canino. But there sat on one side of the
hall a goodly representation of the kings and queens of
the family: Letizia, erect, and a trifle forbidding this
day, but striking-looking; Eliza, imperturbable; Louis,
still acid from his tiffs with Hortense; Caroline, the sneer
on her handsome mouth; Pauline, darting little soft looks
among the sabers.
In the center of the hall was a table with a gold ink-
stand and a gold pen ready waiting; by it an empty
arm-chair.
No voices were heard, but the silence of marble pillar,
cold frieze, still mural, and gilt cornice was broken by
the click of saber-points on the pavements, a nervous
cough from among the embroidered tunics of the coun-
cilors of state, or the scrape of a chair as some dame du
palais shifted uneasily in her seat.
Over by the table, with a hat so tilted that the dangling
plumes concealed his features, stood that man of swift
motions, Napoleon/ He might this day have been mis-
taken for one of the statues, so still he stood awaiting
Josephine.
From the grand staircase where had died the red Swiss,
she entered, leaning on her daughter's arm. Like Marie
Antoinette, her predecessor in the palace, when she looked
for the last time over the horse-chestnuts at these win-
dows, from the Place de la Revolution over there, she was
dressed very simply, in white. Her chin, though, was not
so high; a sweet melancholy rather than pride seemed to
envelop her. Still, there were no tears, except in the
violet eyes of Hortense, who supported her, yet whose
figure trembled like the willow through strong emotion.
As they came forward over the floor toward the circle of
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